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HERE 

IS 

MY 

SON 


Here  is  my  son  my  pride,  my  heir, 

I deliver  him  unto  you. 

"’Though  I hate  to  see  him  over  there, 

He  has  a job  to  do. 

I’m  no  babbling  patriot,  perhaps  as  some  of  you. 
1 was  a soldier,  and  I carried  the  cross, 

Maybe  as  some  of  yon — and  now  I pray  that 
He  can  do  what  we  once  failed  to  do. 


I’ll  miss  him  badly,  he’s  all  I have. 
Oh,  I know  he’ll  be  brave. 

But  I’d  rather  see  him  dead  than  be. 
The  rest  of  his  life  a slave. 


DiMaggio  sizes  up  the  pitch  , He  starts  that  devastating  swing Squarely  ...  solidly  ...  bat  meets  ball. 


With  his  eyes  still  focused  on  the 
batted  ball . . . 


Joe  follows  through  in  a tremendous 
release  of  driving  power. 


I'VE  SMOKED 
CAMELS 
FOR  8 YEARS. 
THEY  HAVE  THE 
MILDNESS  THAT 
COUNTS  WITH 
_ ME 


Cigar  r t 


Right  off  the  bat, 
Joe  Di  Maggio,  shown 
here  at  home,  w'ill  tell 
you:  *'  I find  Camels 
easy  on  the  throat  — 
milder  in  every  way. 
And  they’ve  got  the 
flavor  that  hits  the 
spot  every  time.  You 
bet  I like  Camels!” 

K .T.  Reynolds  T«»barco  Co., 
Win.<ton-Saleni.  N.  C. 


A remarkable  series  of  repetitive  flashes 
show  you  the  famous  DiMaggio  swing 
and  follow-through  all  in  this  one  picture 
above.  Below,  at  the  left,  you  see  Joe  en- 
joying a Camel.  For  with  Joe  DiMaggio, 
when  the  game  is  over,  it’s  "now  for  a 
Camel.”  Yes,  Camel— the  milder  cigarette 
with  less  nicotine  in  the  smoke. 


The  smoke  of  slower-burning  Camels  contains 

28%  LESS  NICOTINE 

than  the  average  of  the  4 other 
largest-selling  cigarettes  tested  — 
less  than  any  of  them  — according 
to  independent  scientific  tests  of 
the  smoke  itself ! 


THE  CIGARETTE  OF 
COSTLIER  TOBACCOS 
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BEER 

AND 

SKITTLES 


COVER 

The  i)oein  gracing  the  cover  of  tlii.s  issue  of  the 
JLVCTIEEOR  composed  hy  William  Lee  Clark,  Bus.  ’f2. 

LEHIGH  REGISTER 

We  ran  across  the  register  published  by  the  Univer- 
sity for  the  school  term  of  1868-18(59  recently,  and  felt 
some  of  the  items  were  too  interesting  to  leave  unmen- 
tioned. At  this  time  there  was  only  a Freshman  (‘67) 
and  a Sophomore  class  (‘66)  with  an  enrollment  of  20 
and  25  students  respectively. 

Concerning  the  site  of  the  Lniversity  the  register 
.says:  “The  health  of  Bethlehem  is  proverbial.  The  air 
is  pure  and  e.xtremely  invigorating.  The  water  in  the 
L niversity  grounds  and  buildings  is  excellent,  and  free 
from  lime.stone.  The  swiftly  flowing  Lehigh  does  not 
produce  those  ailments  which  are  found  on  the  banks  of 
larger  and  more  sluggish  streams.” 

D.\ILY  EXERCISES — “The  bell  will  be  rung  daily 
at  twenty  minutes  before  nine  o’clock,  A.  M.  All  the 
students  will  assemble  at  a quarter  before  nine,  to  at- 
tend the  religious  exercises,  which  will  be  conducted  by 
the  President.” 


EARLE  W.  WALLICK  Feature 

TOM  MEKEEL  Fiction 

CHARLES  THOMPSON  Art 

MYRON  A.  BUCHMAN  Photo 


Business  Staff 


STUDY  HOURS — “Study  hours,  announced  by  the 
ringing  of  the  bell,  will  be  from  seven  to  nine,  P.  M.^ 
during  the  first  term;  and  from  half-past  seven  to  half- 
past nine,  P.  M.,  during  the  second  term.  During  this 
time  students  are  required  to  be  in  their  rooms,  unless 
they  receive  permission  of  absence  from  the  President, 
and  they  will  not  leave  their  rooms  again  during  the 
night. 


PHIL  POWERS  Advertising 

ROBERT  L.  SMITH  Financial 

JOHN  D.  SMITH  Circulation 

J.  SKILLING  Asst.  Circulation 


THE  LEHIGH  BACHELOR  is  published  nine  times  this 
year  by  an  undergraduate  group  at  Lehigh  University. 
Exclusive  reprint  privileges  granted  all  recognized  col- 
lege magazines.  Subscription  for  nine  issues,  one  dollar. 
Single  issue,  15  cents. 


SL’NDAY  EXERCISES — “Every  student  is  re- 
quired to  attend  Divine  Services  on  Sunday  morning. 
The  bell  will  be  rung  at  ten  o’clock,  A.  M.,  when  the 
students  will  assemble  in  the  College  chapel,  and  then 
proceed,  each  class  in  a body,  accompanied  by  the  Col- 
lege Instructors,  to  the  Church  of  the  Nativity,  whose 
free  seats  are  provided  for  them.” 

PHY.SICAL  EXERCISE — “The  students  have  also 
formed  a boating  club.  An  unobstructed  stretch  of  water 
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BEER  and  SKITTLES  . . . 

from  page  one 

for  several  miles  above  the  town  of  Bethlehem  ami  be- 
low, aft'ords  excellent  opportunities  for  the  manly  and 
admirable  exercise  of  the  oar. 

The  following  are  taken  from  the  rules  of  the  Uni- 
versity : 

1)  “Smoking  in  the  halls  and  in  the  grounds  is  strictly 
prohibited.” 

2)  “No  student  shall  play  at  cards,  or  in  any  way 
gamble.  No  student  shall  become  intoxicated.  No 
student  shall  use  profane  or  indecent  language.” 

3)  “Every  student  must  obey,  without  delay,  the 
summons  of  any  Professor  or  Instructor,  or  of  the 
Janitor  to  attend  u})on  any  Professor  or  Instruc- 
tor. 

i)  “No  student  shall  enter  any  Restaurant  or  place 
where  intoxicating  liquors  are  sold,  without  the 
permission  of  the  President.” 

o)  “No  student  shall  leave  the  town  of  Bethlehem, 
without  special  permission  in  writing  from  the 
President,  or,  in  his  absence,  from  one  of  the  Pro- 
fessors.” 


CLOSE  EXOUGH 

First:  See  that  girl?  That’s  my  girl. 

Second:  Uh-huh — good  looking  fox  scarf  she’s  got  on. 
First:  Yeah.  I gave  her  that. 

Second:  She’s  a good  looking  mama.  Pretty  hat. 
First:  Yep.  I gave  her  that. 

Second:  In  fact  that  whole  outfit  she’s  wearing  is  swell 
— elegant. 

First:  Shore  is.  I gave  it  to  her. 

Second:  And  say — That’s  a cute  little  hoy  she  has  with 
her. 

P'irst:  Yeah.  That’s  her  brother. 

— Pilfered 


* * * 


“^^'hat’s  the  last  word  in  airplanes?” 
“Jump.” 


* * * 


Woman,  visiting  kennels:  “Is  that  a real  bloodhound 
over  there?” 

Kennel  master:  “Yes,  lady.  Rover,  come  over  here 
and  bleed  for  the  lady.”  — Panther 


Nabisco’s  Romance 

With  apologies  to  H.  W.  Longfellow 

By  the  shores  of  Coca-Cola 
Near  the  sparkling  Pluto  Waters, 

Stood  tlie  lodge  of  old  Nabisco, 

Son  of  Choc-o-pie  and  Crisco, 

Grandson  of  the  great  Wetrola. 

Chief  Nahiseo’s  shack  was  snappy 
\ alspar  on  the  floors  and  uprights 
Beaver  boards  on  walls  and  ceilings. 

With  a New  Perfection  oil  stove. 

Made  for  heating  in  the  winter. 

Chief  Nabisco  loved  Sacony, 

Boston  Garter’s  girl,  Sacony 
Priestess  of  the  tribe,  \’enida. 

Fairest  of  the  hair-net  maidens, 

M’he  nshe  wore  her  Tintex  glasses. 

M ith  his  Chevolet  he  wooed  her, 

M'ooed  her  with  his  Timkan  bearings. 

But  Nabisco  wasn’t  lucky. 

For  she  said  she  loved  Odorono. 

(Odorono  drove  a Packard) 

Oh,  the  cruel  one,  Odorono, 

Oh,  the  wicked  Odorono. 

On  the  lodge  of  our  Nabisco, 

He  poured  Betholine  by  the  gallons, 

Lit  it  with  his  safety  matches, 

^^'atched  Nahisco’s  shanty  burning. 

How  Nabisco  used  his  Fire  Gun! 

Sprinkled  it  with  water  freely. 

Tried  to  stop  his  shack  from  burning, 

But  his  shack  got  full  of  holes. 

Then  Nabisco,  verv  angry, 

P'cught  with  Odorono’s  yeggmen, 

Fought  with  them  with  gun  and  black-jack. 
Finally  when  they  got  hungry, 

MJth  his  Cliquet  Club  he  held  them. 

Many  things  he  spoofed  Sacony, 

Told  her  of  the  tribes  he  conquered, 

Oh,  the  awful  line  he  slung  her, 

Said  he’d  build  a lodge  of  Sheet  Rock 
Positively,  strictly  fireproof. 

On  the  shores  of  Coca-Cola 
Near  the  sparkling  Pluto  waters, 

Dwell  Nabisco  and  Sacony 
In  a cozy  she-rock  shanty. 

But  the  winter  is  upon  them. 

And  they  haven’t  any  oil  stove. 

They  are  thinking  that  their  love  will 
Furnish  warmth  and  lots  of  comfort. 

So  they  live  and  you  are  saying. 

Are  they  Happy?  I’ll  bite.  Are  they? 
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^‘Oiie  Ballaiitiiie’s,  Joe  ...” 

JOE  KINNEY  and  CO. 

Ellsworth  A.  Stockbower 

• ARTICLE  • 


yy  I OE  KINNEY’S  tavern-mad- 
I house  of  activity  every  week 
end — better  known  to  the 
average  student  than  Packer  Hall  or 
the  Cliapel.”  This  quotation  was 
taken  from  the  November  1940 
Madamoiselle  and  was  the  first  in- 
dication that  tlie  popularity  of  Joe’s 
“restaurant”  had  readied  national 
proportions.  This  rise  to  fame  did 
not  take  place  over  night,  however, 
so  let  us  review  some  of  Joe’s  pre- 
mustachioed  days  when  all  was  not 
a bed  of  four  roses. 

He  was  born  on  November  27, 
1899,  in  the  hazy  town  of  South 
Bethlehem  where  he  attended  local 
schools  ’til  the  tender  age  of  tweh'e. 
He  then  went  to  Bethlehem  Prepara- 
tory School  and  Wenonah  Military 
Academy  and  played  football,  base- 
ball, and  basketball.  In  1920  he 
became  the  only  “Kinney”  ever  to 
enter  the  I.ehigh  register,  although 
he  did  have  two  uncles,  Dr.  Thomas 
O’Reilly,  ’76,  and  John  O’Reilly,  ’98, 
who  attended  the  school. 

Joe  served  one  year  in  the  Army 
Air  Corj)s  under  Major  Ralph 
Royce,  the  Brigadier-General  who 
recently  made  air  history  by  bomb- 
ing the  Japanese  in  the  Far  blast. 
He  then  served  for  eight  years  as 
a survey  engineer  for  the  Pennsyl- 
vania State  Highways,  but  due  to 
the  cessation  of  practically  all  con- 
struction in  1929,  launched  into  the 
restaurant  business. 

In  1932  Joe  began  catering  to  Le- 
high students  and  moved  to  his  pres- 
ent site  in  193.5.  The  location  was 
formerly  a hotel  and  popular  Lehigh 


hang-out.  This  establishment  was 
managed  by  Bob  Young,  the  origin 
ator  of  the  autographed  table-top — 
acustom  which  Joe  readily  followed 
in  a varied  form.  Some  Lehigh 
alumni  in  the  Spring  of  1935  were 
the  first  to  have  their  table-tops 
j)laccd  on  the  walls  of  Joe’s  inner 
sanctum,  and,  needless  to  say,  many 
have  followed. 

In  all  his  exjierience  with  Lehigh 
men,  Joe  gets  the  biggest  kick  out 
of  the  sur])risingly  large  number  of 
alumni  who  come  back  to  the  Top 
Hat.  As  our  interview  opened,  Joe 
was  uncorking  a botth^  of  champagne 
for  Bill  \'filentine,  ’40,  and  his  bride 
of  twenty-four  hours. 

Joe  is  an  ardent  member  of  the 
Book-of-the-Month  Club,  a cross- 
word puzzle  fiend,  and  a master  of 
bridge.  His  favorite  recreation,  how- 


ever, is  deep  sea  fishing.  M'ith  the 
present  war,  he  has  decided  either  to 
bait  his  hooks  with  magnetic  mines 
or  take  up  knitting — a drastic  step. 

A family  man,  ,loe  married  in  , 
1924,  and  now  has  one  daughter  at- 
tending Moravian  Preparatory 
School. 

.loe’s  assistant,  I.ouie  Taglang, 
has  been  with  him  for  three  years. 
Before  that  time  Louie  was  associat- 
ed with  the  New  Merchant’s  Hotel 
for  twenty  years,  and  accordingly 
has  introduced  many  of  Lehigh’s 
old-timers  to  his  boss.  Rich  tenor 
Emmett  Kelly  has  been  in  Joe’s 
employment  for  five  years  and  is  well  • 
known  and  liked  by  the  more  recent 
of  I.ehigh’s  sons.  Janey  Coyle  work- 
ed for  ten  years  in  Joe’s  and  left 
only  last  week  for  an  Army  training 
camp.  Eddie  Lutz,  Hawaiian  guitar 
specialist,  is  Joe’s  only  other  regu- 
lar bartender. 

If  the  present  crisis  permits,  Joe 
has  decided  to  retire  in  the  near 
future  as  a gentleman  farmer  “within 
a stone’s  throw  from  I.ehigh.”  With 
Ids  accumulated  experience  with 
other  schools,  ,loe  finds  that  Lehigh 
boys  take  their  work  more  seriously 
than  other  college  students — and 
their  play  likewise — as  it  should  be. 

He  claims  that  at  long  last  he  has 
constructed  the  perfect  air-raid 
shelter — with  solid  concrete  and 
steel  girders  throughout.  Joe  keeps 
the  beer  here,  and,  if  need  be,  he  can 
survive  in  this  little  dungeon  with 
neither  bread  nor  water  for  at  least 
three  weeks — like  the  Mole.  Move 
over,  ,loc. 
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COMIC  STRIPS 


and 

THEIR  MAKERS 


e ARTICLE  • 


SOME  INTERESTING  FACTS  ABOUT  THE  ARTISTS 


Last  montli  Tlie  American  In- 
stitute of  Graphic  Arts  in  New 
York  City  elevated  “tlie  comic 
strip”  to  tlie  realm  of  fine  arts  by 
disjilaying;  an  exhibit  of  funnies  that 
dated  from  Superman  back  to  early 
M avail  civilization.  That  was  an 
achievement  for  comics,  the  journ- 
alistic bugaboo  that  was  once  hound- 
ed by  solemn-looking  men  in  black 
suits  and  stiff  white  collars  and  by 
indignant  mothers  who  felt  that  com- 
ics were  distorting  the  lives  of  their 
little  Mary’s  and  Johnny’s. 

Perhaps  no  group  of  men,  outside 
jnihlic  relations  counsels,  have  main- 
tained the  shyness  and  the  recluse- 
like attitudes  so  much  as  have  the 
cartoonists.  M’hat  do  you  know,  for 


instance,  about  Billy  DeBeek,  creat- 
or of  Barney  Google;  Ham  Fisher 
of  ‘‘Joe  Palooka”  fame;  or  Chic 
Young,  Blondie’s  god-father?  Prob- 
ably very  little. 

Yet,  so  real  are  comic  strips  in 
the  lives  of  America  that  .several 
hundred  thousand  readers  A olunteer- 
ed  to  name  the  new  baby  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  (Blondie)  Dag\vood  Bumstead ; 
and  innumerable  mean-wells  sent 
baby  rattles,  dia)>ers,  and  other  nur- 
sery ‘‘musts”. 


not — are  real  flesh-and-blood  artists, 
whose  salaries  range  from  $10,000 
to  $100,000  a year.  And  although 
you’d  never  guess  it,  these  cartoon- 
ists really  worry  about  their  crea- 
tions— Skippy,  Henry.  FJmer.  the 


Behind  the  comics — like  them  or 
Timid  Soul,  and  all  the  rest  of  the 
tribe,  'riiey  slave  over  their  drawing 
boards,  have  nervous  breakdowns, 
go  to  court  over  copyright  difficul- 
ties, argue  for  days  with  syndicate 
(Owners  about  whether  .Toe  Palooka 
should  join  the  Army  or  whether  the 
Bum.steads  should  have  a second 
baby. 

It  is  not  America  alone  that  en- 
joys its  comic  strips.  Popeye  is  the 
favorite  comic  in  England,  especially 
among  ‘‘sea-going  men”.  Popeye. 
who  was  even  exempt  from  govern- 
ment ecnsorshi))  in  Italy,  where  the 
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AND  THEIR  WORK 

bulgy-armed  old  Salt  was  the  No.  1 
Italian  laugh-maker,  is  syndicated  in 
over  GOO  newspapers  in  America  and 
in  twenty-five  foreign  countries. 

Stories  told  on  and  through  comic 
strips  find  their  way  into  the  realm 
of  the  really  and  eternally  humor- 
ous ; and  strange  are  the  twisted 
tangles  cartoonists  get  into  because 
of  human  prejudices. 

There  is  Skippy,  drawn  by  Percy 
Crosby,  kneeling  down  one  night  to 
pray,  when  a piece  of  plaster  falls 
from  the  ceiling  onto  his  head.  He 
looks  up  seriously  and  says:  ‘‘Come, 
God.  this  is  no  time  for  joking”. 

A comic  strip  character  by  the 
name  of  Don  Alvarado  was  once 
created — and  immediately  ‘‘killed” 


because  of  an  outpouring  of  protests 
from  Mexico.  There  is  the  Salt  Lake 
City  Desert  News,  organ  of  the 
Mormon  Church,  that  allows  no  com- 
ic character  to  smoke — even  deletes 
a pil^e  from  a cartoon  when  neces- 
sary. 

Along  comes  Spam  censoring 
Bringing  Lp  Father,  and  several 
other  strips  because  “the  features 
had  a bad  imjjression  OJi  children  and 
impressionable  adults  with  weak 
page  19,  please 


A LONG  WAIT 


A farmer  taking  leave  of  his  wife  told  her  that  if  any- 
body should  call,  she  should  not  let  him  in.  Immediately 
upon  his  departure,  his  wife,  anxious  to  satisfy  her  hus- 
band's every  wish,  seated  herself  in  front  of  the  house 
and,  misunderstanding  his  directions,  proceeded  to  wait 
for  Mr.  Anybody. 

A man  walked  past  and  she  asked  him,  “Are  you  Mr. 
Anybody?”  He  replied  in  the  negative  and  continued  on 
his  way. 

Within  an  hour,  three  men  passed  the  house.  Upon 
(juestioning  them  she  received  the  same  answer.  At  last, 
when  she  had  grown  tired  of  waiting  she  saw  an  impres- 
sive looking  man  coming  up  the  road.  He  was  a tall  man 
who  wore  a long  black  coat  that  was  patched  in  several 
places.  His  long  black  hair  fell  over  his  shoulders.  He 
carried  a walking  stick  with  which  he  occasionally  prod- 
ded his  lazy  dog.  As  he  approached  the  house,  the  farm- 
er’s wife  asked  him,  “Are  you  Mr.  Anybody?” 

He  said,  “No,”  and  continued  on  his  way,  too. 

In  Hollywood,  an  assistant  director  gives  his  boss  the 
best  “yeahs  of  his  life.” 


“What  are  you  singing?” 
“The  refrain.” 

“I  wish  you  would.” 


^ by  do  the  gals  chase  after  .liiu? 

’Cause  he  has  looks  and  rhythm? 
Gosh,  no,  it’s  catise  they  count  on  him 
I'o  have  Idle  Savers  u by  thin! 


MORAL:  Everybody’B  bredlli 

offends  now  and  then.  Let  Life 
Savers  sweeten  and  freshen 
your  breath  after  eating, drink- 
ing and  snioking. 


• 

A burly  new  chief  of  police  introducing  himself  to  his 
subordinates,  boasted,  “I  can  lick  anybody  on  my  force.” 

A still  burlier  officer  stepped  forward  and  said,  “You 
can’t  lick  me.” 

The  chief  eyed  him  for  a moment,  and  then  waved  him 
aside,  “You  are  no  longer  on  my  force." 


FREE!  A BOX  OF  LIFE  SAVERS 
FOR  THE  BEST  WISECRACK! 

What  is  the  best  joke  that  you  heard  on  the  campus  this 
week? 

Send  it  to  your  editor.  You  may  wisecrack  yourself  into 
a free  box  of  Life  Savers! 

For  the  best  line  submitted  each  month  by  one  of  the 
students,  there  will  be  a free  award  of  an  attractive  cello- 
phane-wrapped assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver  flavors. 

.lokes  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this  publication. 
The  right  to  publish  any  or  all  jokes  is  reserved.  Decisions 
of  the  editors  will  be  final.  The  winning  wisecrack  will  be 
published  the  following  month  along  with  the  lucky  win- 
ner’s name. 


NEEDLESS  TO  SAY 

A group  of  Freshmen  had  just  completed  an  evening  of 
dancing.  It  was  F riday  night  and  the  parting  feast  was 
being  served.  Delicious  fried  chicken  was  brought  in. 
One  of  the  young  girls  present  was  served  the  drumstick 
which  happened  to  be  her  favorite  piece.  She  looked  at  it 
longingly  and  then  remembered  that  it  was  Friday  and 
she  never  ate  meat  on  that  day.  “I’ll  pass  it  to  my  boy 
friend,”  she  thought. 

Leaning  over  rather  shyly,  she  said  to  him,  “Could  I 
interest  you  in  my  leg?” 

Needless  to  say,  the  Fre.shman  made  a silly  remark 
about  the  weather. 


SCENT  MAKES  DOLLARS!  Sam 

switched  to  this  blend  of  mildest 
hurleys  and  soon  his  business  was 
booming-  Does  your  tobacco  make 
friends  for  you?  Try  Sir  Walter! 


Keep  OUT  Of  THe  dog  House 
WITH  SIR  WALTeR 


BUYER  YELLS 
WHEN  BRIAR  SMELLS 

— but  Sam  the  Salesman  is 
out  of  the  dog  house  now! 


“WHOA,  DEARIE!”  chirped  the 
secretary.  "It’s  just  your  stinko 
pipe  he  didn’t  like.  Try  his  favor- 
ite Sir  Walter  Raleigh  for  mild, 
fragrant  smoking— and  success!” 


A Chinaman  asked  a ticket  agent 
what  time  the  train  would  leave. 

The  ticket  agent  replied,  “Two- 
two.” 

The  Chinaman  said,  “I  asked  when 
he  go,  not  how  he  go.” 


Dr.:  To  regain  your  health,  you 
must  go  for  a walk  on  an  empty 
stomach. 

He:  ^^Tiere’ll  I find  one  to  walk 


Of  all  the  sad  surprises 

There’s  nothing  to  compare. 
With  treading  in  the  darkness 
On  a step  that  isn’t  there. 

• 

“My  son  went  to  New  York  ten 
years  ago  to  make  his  fortune.” 
“.And  what  is  he  worth  now?” 

“I  really  don’t  know  for  certain, 
hut  the  authorities  are  offering  ten 
thousand  dollars  for  information 
about  him.” 


“Oh,  well,”  grinned  the  chap  who 
had  allowed  himself  to  be  talked  into 
joining  a nudist  colony,  “at  least  no- 
body will  catch  me  with  my  pants 
down  now.” 


• 

We  just  read  in  the  papers  of  a 
man  who  had  been  ill  for  months  and 
died  without  the  aid  of  a physician. 
Such  instances  of  death  are  very  rare. 

• 

I must  caution  you  about  your 
son.  I caught  him  cheating  in  his 
botany  examination.  He  had  seven 
flowers  in  his  buttonhole  and  a quan- 
tity of  pollen  up  his  sleeve.  Tomor- 
row, w’e  have  an  anatomy  examina- 
tion and  if  I catch  him  with  a nudist 
under  his  coat,  he  will  be  expelled. 


The  difference  between  a motor  man 
And  a conductor  is  quite  strange — 
The  motorman  changes  the  handle — 
The  conductor  handles  the  change. 
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A MAN  IS  HANGED 


Wallace  R.  Biggs 

Professor  of  Journalism 

• ARTICLE  • 


Reprint  from  The  American  Mercury,  January,  1940 


The  Missouri  State  Supreme 
Court  set  tlie  Iianging  of  Sonny 
McDaniel  for  April  12,  1935. 
Hill  folk  were  just  beginning  to  not- 
ice the  smell  of  spring  in  the  air,  and 
the  Sjmingfield  Xexc.s-Leader,  lead- 
ing newspaper  of  the  “Queen  City 
of  the  Ozarks,”  j)rinted  a story  in 
its  Signs  of  Spring  column  about 
the  first  tulips  in  the  garden  of  Mrs. 
John  Collins. 

Sonny,  a 250-pound  Xegro  giant, 
had  killed  his  sweetheart  on  the 
night  of  March  28,  1933.  He  was 
“tired  of  her,”  he  said,  and  had 
“one  too  many  women.”  In  sj)ite 
of  the  fact  that  she  had  been  su])- 
j)orting  him  on  her  elevator-girl 
salary,  Sonny  took  her  for  a ride  on 
that  March  night,  shot  her  three 
times  in  the  head,  and  dumped  her 
into  a ditch.  A huckster,  bound  for 
an  early  market,  found  the  body. 
Next  night  the  Xexes-Leader  carried 
an  ad:  “Wanted:  colored  girl  to 
operate  elevator.  Apply  the  Vogue 
Shop.”  With  a record  which  already 
included  killing  two  men  “in  self 
defense,”  Sonny  didn’t  have  a 
chance.  The  twelve  good  men  and 
true  condemned  him  to  death. 

From  the  office  of  Prosecuting 
Attorney  Nat  Benton,  brother  of 
Ozark  artist  Thomas  Benton,  .Sher- 
iff Scott  Curtis  learned  that  he  would 
he  allowed  '^125  expenses  for  build- 
ing the  scaffold ; also  that  it  must 
adjoin  the  jail  and  he  high  enough 
to  hide  the  execution  from  the  public. 
“Nobody  likes  to  hang  a fellow,” 
.Sheriff  Curtis  commented  to  the 


jiress.  “But  it  isn’t  so  had  when 
you’re  sure  the  follow’s  guilty,  as  we 
feel  about  .Sonny.  Besides  what’s 
one  nigger’s  life,  more  or  less?”  At 
least.  .Sheriff'  Curtis  didn’t  have  to 
worry  about  .Sonny,  for  he  was  150 
miles  away  at  .leff'erson  City.  It  was 
costing  the  county  50c  a day  to  keej) 
him  there,  hut  it  was  worth  the  price. 

So  .Sheriff'  Curtis  went  about  his 
business.  Twelve  official  witnesses 
had  to  be  secured,  including  two 
])hysicians.  The  prosecuting  attor- 
ney, Sonny’s  lawyer,  and  a Negro 
minister,  who  vaguely  remembered 
Sonny  as  a youngster  in  .Sunday 
school,  were  asked  to  attend.  No  one 
under  21  was  to  be  admitted. 

Deluged  with  requests  for  ])asses 
to  the  hangino;.  Sheriff  Curtis  had 
t('  decide  how  many  sjiectators  he 
could  crowd  into  the  execution  pen 
— also  the  color  and  form  of  the 
passes.  He  finally  decided  to  pat- 
tern them  after  those  used  by  Sheriff' 
Bash  of  Jackson  County,  since  Mrs. 
Curtis  thought  their  "dignity  and 
restraint”  quite  in  keeping  with  the 
occasion.  In  the  state  penitentiary, 
with  only  tlie  vaguest  possibility  of 
a pardon  in  sight,  .Sonny  scrawled  a 
letter  to  his  mother:  “It  ain’t  long 
now.  Tell  my  lawyers  and  friends 
to  get  busy.  They  ain’t  got  no  time 
to  do  nuthin’,  seems  to  me.” 

In  the  meantime,  the  .Springfield 
citizenry  were  warming  up  to  the 
occasion.  MJien  it  was  learned  that 
.Sheriff'  Curtis  was  reluctant  to  spring 
tlie  death-trap,  a 20-year-old  Drau- 
ghon  Business  College  co-ed.  Thelma 


Rediger.  volunteered  her  services. 
.She  first  telephoned  the  sheriff,  and 
later  wrote  him.  “I  commend  you 
for  your  nerve,  little  girl,”  the  mid- 
dle-aged sheriff'  answered,  “hut  the 
law  won’t  permit  anyone  under  21  to 
do  it.  I will  have  to  spring  the  trap 
that  sends  the  condemned  man  to 
his  death.  This  is  my  job,  and  I 
will  not  pass  the  buck  to  anyone.” 

Persistent,  ^liss  Rediger  made  a 
personal  call  on  .Sheriff  Curtis  and 
her  brown  eyes  snapjied  angrily  as 
she  reminded  him  that  she  was  “no 
little  girl.”  I wasn’t  tliinking  of  the 
money,”  she  insisted.  “In  fact.  I 
wouldn’t  take  money  for  doing  it.  1 
wanted  to  show  peojile  that  women 
have  as  much  nerve  as  men.  Then, 
frankly,  I would  like  to  know  how 
it  feels  to  be  an  executioner.” 

.Sheriff'  Curtis  did  not  weaken, 
but  he  took  her  around  to  the  par- 
tially-finished scaffold  and  explain- 
ed its  workings.  Miss  Rediger’s  com- 
ment afterward  was  that  the  sheriff 
was  “an  awfully  nice  man.”  She 
admitted  that  she  was  interested  in 
writing,  especialjjy  deterctive  and 
mystery  stories,  hut  needed  more 
ex])erience.  “.\n  author  must  ex- 
])erience  many  things  before  she  can 
write  good  stories,”  she  explained. 
“It  is  easier  for  men  writers,  but 
hard  on  women  who  want  the  same 
experience.” 

“Tliehna  is  a fine  girl  and  a good 
student,”  said  President  Bates  of  the 
local  business  college,  puzzled  as  to 
whether  his  pupil  was  bringing  good 
or  bad  publicity  to  his  institution. 

After  Miss  Rediger’s  proposal  that 
she  spring  the  trap,  local  high  school 
and  college  students  became  highly 
curious  about  scaff’olds  and  bangings. 
Every  afternoon  found  interested 
groujjs  of  Drury  and  the  .State 
Teacher’s  college  students  watching 
the  carpenters  at  work.  Slieriff  Cur- 
tis was  always  generous  in  his  ex- 
planations, which  he  regarded  as 
“educational.”  Gallows,  he  ex))lain- 
ed,  were  of  two  possible  kinds:  one. 
the  lever  type,  where  several  levers 
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Among  Our  Living  Immortals 

• SATIRE  • 


-i  29  year-old  Lehigh  alumnus 
has  refused  to  heed  the  draft 
call,  and,  locked  in  his  lonely 
cabin,  has  threatened  to  shoot 
it  out  if  an  arrest  is  attempted . 

— AVtc’  York  Times. 

JOE  was  a strange  sort  of  fellow. 
He  didn’t  know  exactly  how  to 
exjilain  it,  but  it  seemed  that 
he  differed  slightly  from  the  other 
fellows.  For  a long  time  now  he  has 
been  thinking  about  his  phobia,  and 
at  last  he  had  readied  a point  where 
it  was  beyond  his  control.  Joe  had 
definitely  decided  that  he  did  not 
want  to  be  bayoneted  in  the  stom- 
ach. or  in  the  back,  or  for  that  mat- 
ter. anywhere  in  his  anatomy,  and 
try  as  he  could  he  was  unable  to  see 
any  great  possibilities  of  a decent 
future  M’ith  a hole  in  one’s  side. 

•\s  he  sat  in  his  lonely  hut  await- 
ing the  light  medium  tanks  and  P- 
40’s  which  he  was  sure  were  on  the 
way  to  route  him  from  his  hideout, 
the  hours  seemed  to  drag  slowly, 
since  during  his  great  haste  in  leav- 
ing home  he  had  neglected  to  bring 


any  hooks,  radio,  or  women  to  hel]i 
him  ])ass  the  time  away.  His  only 
companions  in  this  lonely  shack  were 
a double  barreled  shot-gun,  a box 
of  shells,  and  twenty  cans  of  beans. 

Four  days  went  by,  and  each  day 
had  seen  .Joe  send  another  indignent 
note  to  his  draft  board,  defying 
them  to  try  and  get  him  into  the 
Army.  Yet  time  went  on  and  still 
nobody  paid  any  attention  to  our 
lonely  slacker.  And  Joe’s  feelings 
were  plenty  hurt,  and  to  make  it 
worse  he  was  afraid  of  the  dark. 

Now  Joe  had  been  an  Engineer 
at  Lehigh,  so  his  reasoning  powers 
were  practically  negligible;  yet, 
even  he  could  fathom  that  his  scheme 
was  not  working,  and  even  if  it  was 
working,  that  feeling  of  being  ne- 
glected was  far  worse  than  being 
bayoneted, — of  that  Joe  was  sure. 

On  the  fifth  day — as  soon  as  his 
last  can  of  beans  was  gone, — Joe’s 
mind  was  made  up.  He’d  show  that 
stuj)id  draft  hoard  that  they  couldn’t 
just  forget  him;  he’d  enlist  and 
fool  hell  out  of  ’em. 


Coming  down  from  his  mountain 
perch,  he  ex))ected  to  find  everybody 
staring  and  gaping  in  amazement  at 
the  man  who  had  outbluffed  the  draft 
hoard,  hut  the  only  attention  he 
received  was  a few  unprintable  ut- 
terances mumbled  behind  his  back. 
Now  he  was  thoroughly  jarred  and 
he  quickened  his  stride  as  he  headed 
to  the  nearest  U S Army  Recruiting 
Station. 

“Your  name?”  said  the  sergeant 
curtly,  “and  start  undressing  for 
your  physical  examination. 

In  a Hash  Joe  had  filled  out  his 
card  and  was  strij)ped,  standing  in 
his  hare  feet,  shivering  on  the  cold 
floor.  After  weighing  in,  he  was 
confronted  by  the  Army  doctor,  who 
after  scrutinizing  Joe’s  hare  coun- 
tenance, broke  the  heart  of  our  brave 
soldier  hoy  to  he. 

“You  might  as  well  get  dressed 
son,  with  your  flat  feet  the  Army 
can’t  use  you.” 

MORAL:  Don’t  cross  your  bridges 
until  the  beans  give  out. 

E^^’^Y 


“Library  Lights” 
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KING’S  ALLEY 

A SLAP  HAPPY  PARODY  ON 
THE  MOVIE  “KING’S  ROW”  . . . 

ACT  1 

SCENE  I:  A country  field  hc.sidc  a fence. 

TASS  {leaping  across  the  style  into  France’s  hraxeny 
arms)  ; Oli,  my  darling,  I love  you.  I hate  you,  No, 
I’m  not  quite  sure.  But  let’s  not  talk  about  it.  Do 
you  tliink  I’m  crazy,  P'rance.^  I’m  not  crazy,  am 
I,  E ranee 

EUANCE:  You  arc  the  most  heauteous  maiden  in  King’s 
Alley.  K iss  me,  my  sweet. 

TASS:  {shreiks,  peers  hastily  over  her  left  shoulder, 
and  thensays :)  Christ,  no.  My  old  man  will  heat 
hell  out  of  me  if  I don’t  go  liome. 

(She  sxvishes  off  the  stage,  frothing  at  the 
mouth.) 

ERANCE:  (fanatically)  Tass,  Tass,  come  back,  come 
hack.  Oh,  hell ; and  to  think  liow  we  used  to  go 
buck-bathing  together.  Ain’t  women  the  queers, 
though. 

(France  gapes  around  at  the  sky,  the  trees, 
the  grass,  and  anything  at  all,  quoting  lines  of 
poetry  xchich  are  oh,  so  apropo,  then,  hastily 
pozedering  his  nose,  he  dashes  home  for  his 
harp  lessons.) 

SCENE  1 1:, In  alley  of  unknozen  repute  somezchere 
in  King’s  Alley.  In  the  near  vicinity  a quack  surgeon 
is  amputating  arms  and  legs  by  the  dozens.  Screams 
of  his  victims  are  plainly  heard. 

RANDLY:  Have  a beer,  Dwake.  old  boy. 

DM’AKE:  (clucking  his  tongue  tzcice  in  the  side  of  his 
mouth)  Mdiy  sure.  Just  stick  with  me,  kid,  and 
you’ll  w'ear  diamonds. 

RANDLY;  Let’s  lie  down  over  liere  in  tlie  nice  soft 
grass  and  . . . 

DWAKE:  Oh,  boy. 

RANDLY:  (ever  so  szveetly)  You  always  take  me 
wrong.  I just  wanted  to  talk  about  your  F.H.A. 
housing  plans. 

(They  lie  dozen,  hut  no  such  plans  are  dis- 
cussed.) 

SCENE  III 

(Dr.  .llejcander  Q.  Clozvne  is  heating  his  poor  zeife 
and  child  tied  to  a bloody  operating  table  in  the 
center  of  a dismal,  evil  looking,  foul  smelling  room. 
There  is  much  zveeping  and  cursing  to  he  heard 
from  the  tzeo  zcomen.  .It  regular  intervals.  Dr. 
Clozcne  takes  time  out  from  his  play  to  gulp  a 
scotch  and  soda  and  read  another  chapter  of  Freud’s 
latest  book,  “Queers:  Hozv  to  Recognize  and  Tor- 


ment Them.’’ 

This  is  a very  impressive  seene  and  needs  no 
dialogue. 

SCENE  IV 

(.1  bedroom  in  a finely  furnished  home.  The  feeling 
of  death  can  be  felt  to  prevail  in  the  atmosphere, 
(ihoul-like  figures,  the  so-called  angels  of  mercy, 
slide  silently  by  in  tell-tale  gray  uniforms.  France 
stands  silently  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.) 
hlLVNC’E:  Oh,  dear  God,  please,  j)lease  be  merciful. 
All  that  I want  in  this  world  belongs  to  that  dying 
old  lady  there  in  bed.  Be  merciful,  I beseech  you, 
and  let  her  die  soon.  As  long  as  she  lives  I must 
act  like  a sissified  scholar.  Let  her  die  so  I may  in- 
hcrit  her  money. 

(The  little  old  lady  gasps,  giggles,  hiccoughs, 
and  finally  kicks  the  bucket.) 

I'RANC’E;  At  last!  Now  I can  have  a beer.  (Pulls  a 
bottle  out  from  beneath  the  bed  and  gulps  azeay 
f uriou.sly.) 

ONE  OF  THE  GHOUL-LIKE  FIGURES  CALLED 
ANNA:  Peace,  peace,  the  old  witch  has  finally  died. 
Peace,  peace.  France,  dear,  kiss  me.  Oh,  darling 
please  do.  Long  have  I pined  for  you.  But  never 
could  I exjjress  my  love  while  your  baggy  old 
grandmotlier  lived.  She  can’t  stand  in  our  way  any 
longer,  France.  Kiss  me,  darling. 

ERANCE;  Hmmm,  late  stages  of  dementia  praecox,  no 
doubt.  You  are  crazy  you  old  slut.  Do  you  know 
tliat  I can  Iiave  you  shut  up  in  an  asylum  if  you 
don’t  stop  your  silly  gibbering. 

(He  turns  azvay  contemptuously  and  stocks 
from  the  room  leaving  .Inna  hysterically  zceep- 
ing  and  crying  out  his  name.) 

ACT  II 

.SCENE  I;  Wooded  section  of  land  some  miles  from 
the  cozy  little  tozen  of  King’s  Alley.  Once  again  (as 
many  times  in  the  interim)  Randly  and  Dzeake  are  seen 
lying  beside  each  other  in  a nice  soft  grassy  plot. 
RANDLY : Good  guy,  Dwake.  Have  a beer. 

DWAKE:  Stop  it,  Randly.  Let’s  be  sensible  for  a 
change.  Randly,  will  you  marry  me? 

RANDLY:  No. 

DM'AKE;  Ah,  honey,  why  not? 

RANDLY;  I’m  just  not  your  type,  that’s  all. 

DWAKE:  That’s  what  you  think.  I’ll  show  you. 

(He  pounces  upon  her,  smothering  her  zeith 
kises  and  caresses.  Just  as  the  scene  reaches 
sentimental  heights  zcho  crashes  through  the 
underbrush  hut  dear  old  Tass.) 

TAS.S : Oh.  Randlv . Oh,  Dwake.  Thank  God  I have 
found  you  two.  I must  talk  to  some  one  about  . . . 
[she  chokes,  puts  her  hands  over  her  eyes,  and 
zceeps.) 

ILVNDLY:  Tass,  darling,  wdiat  ails  you? 
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FEMMES 

PETITION 

I want  the  light  to  brightly  shine ; 

1 want  the  men ; I want  the  wine. 

1 want  the  fun  without  the  priee. 

1 want  to  he  naughty  and  still  be  nice. 

I want  the  thrill  of  the  first  long  kiss; 

I want  tlie  things  the  good  girls  miss; 

1 want  the  arms  and  heart  of  man, 

And  still  stay  single  if  I can. 

So,  as  a Cadet,  give  me  advice  on 
How  to  be  naughty  and  still  be  nice. 

1 want  to  do  what  other  girls  do, 

'I’ease  ’em,  cuddle  up,  and  bill  and  coo. 

Blacken  my  brows  and  powder  my  nose. 
Rouge  my  cheeks  to  rival  the  rose. 

Pencil  my  eyelashes,  redden  my  lips. 

Carry  a flask  upon  my  hip. 

Tango  a bit,  and  Rhumba  a lot. 

Park  my  corsets  when  the  weather  is  hot. 

Ride  and  swim,  golf  and  skate. 

Take  the  fence  instead  of  the  gate. 

Break  all  the  rules,  yet  all  but  one. 

And  be  good  and  true  when  the  game  is  done. 
1 don’t  like  pejjper,  but  1 do  like  spice. 

I want  to  be  naughty  and  still  be  nice. 


MALE 

RESPONSE 

The  advice  1 give  is  sure  and  true; 

You  can’t  eat  your  pie  and  have  it  too. 

If  you  want  the  men  and  want  the  wine. 

You  must  pay  the  price  while  you  love  and  dine. 

I f at  first  one  yields  a moment’s  bliss. 

Why,  the  next  must  be  a longer  kiss. 

If  you  want  the  things  that  most  girls  miss. 

You  have  to  be  wiser  than  most  girls,  sis: 

So  watch  your  step,  is  my  advice. 

If  you  want  to  be  naughty  and  still  be  nice. 

(io  to  it,  kid,  with  your  grease  and  ])aint. 

To  make  you  look  like  what  you  ain’t. 

Shimmy  and  drink  to  your  heart’s  content, 

And  be  hugged  and  s<pieezed  until  your  rihs  are  bent. 

Park  your  clothes  on  a hickory  limb. 

But  never,  my  dear,  go  in  to  swim. 

Stay,  if  you  will  on  the  dewey  grass. 

But  you  can’t  use  mud  and  come  out  clean. 

The  game  you  play  is  man’s  long  suit, 

.Since  first  he  nibbled  forbidden  fruit. 

Whatever  you  get.  you  pay  the  priee. 

You  can’t  be  naughty  and  still  be  nice. 

— The  Log 
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IT  was  iny  fortune  to  be  sitting 
with  a cajJtain  of  the  army  in  his 
office  a few  weeks  ago  wlien  a 
sergeant  came  in  to  make  a report. 
The  story  contained  in  that  report 
is  one  of  the  most  unusual  I liave 
encountered,  so  I am  going  to  relate 
it  here  from  my  memory  of  what 
the  sergeant  told  his  captain. 

George  O’Keefe,  who  was  known 
about  that  section  solely  as  Old 
(jeorge  had  a lifelong  aspiration  to 
he  a soldier — to  live,  fight,  and  die 
for  his  country.  Until  several  days 
ago  Old  George  had  had  only  one 
opportunity  to  serve  his  country  in 
the  way  he  wanted ; that  was  in  the 
Spanish-American  war.  In  that  war 
he  had  proved  himself  to  be  a fine 
soldier  and  he  had  hen  honored  by 
some  of  his  country’s  greatest  men. 
Oddly  enough.  Old  George  could 
remember  everything  that  hai)j)ened 
to  him  during  the  war  with  Spain 


In  s])ite  of  the  fact  that  he  could 
not  serve  in  the  army  Old  George 
had  an  intense  interest  in  the  defense 
of  his  country.  He  spent  all  of  his 
time  at  the  loading  jjlatform  of  the 
factory  watching  medium  tanks  be- 
ing loaded  and  shij)pcd  to  various 
))arts  of  the  country.  At  first  the 
cor])orals  used  to  chase  him  away, 
hut  the  sergeant  who  was  in  charge 
(and,  incidentally,  whose  rej)ort  was 
the  impetus  for  this  story)  was  cer- 
tain that  the  old  fellow  would  do  no 
harm  and  permitted  him  to  remain. 

The  day  of  all  the  excitement  Old 
George  came  to  the  loading  jilatform 
hut  instead  of  sitting  calmly  on  the 
jilatform  as  he  had  always  done  in 
the  ])ast,  he  walked  up  and  down 
nervously  and  kept  muttering  in- 
cessantly about  ‘those  damned  spies’. 
'I'lie  sergeant  thought  little  of  the 
old  man’s  actions,  however,  as  he 
imagined  that  the  spy  roundup  the 


OLD  GEORGE 

P.  Scott  Giickes 

• FICTION 


from  the  major  battles  to  the  minute 
details  of  the  smallest  raids.  He 
could  remember  being  shot  in  the 
leg  and  then  being  kicked  in  the 
head  by  a horse’s  flying  hoofs.  Since 
then  he  had  not  been  able  to  recall 
anything  excej)t  that  he  had  not  been 
accej)ted  by  the  army  for  service  in 
our  last  war  with  Germany.  His  be- 
ing refused  nearly  broke  Old 
fieorge’s  heart.  A\’hen  asked  about  it 
later  all  he  would  say  was, 

“Damned  if  1 know  wdiy  they 
won’t  let  me  fight.  Mebbcy  they 
think  I’m  crazy  ’cause  I can’t  re- 
member much.  Hell  ! yidi  don’t  have 
to  remember  tub  fight.’’  And  that 
was  as  much  as  Old  George  would 
ever  say  at  one  time.  He  tried  to 
enlist  in  the  army  again  for  active 
service  in  the  ])resent  war,  but  nat- 
ur;dly  be  was  too  old  for  military 
work.  " 


F.  11.  1.  had  made  the  day  before 
had  ])romoted  them.  Once  Old 
George  sto))ped  his  pacings  long 
enough  to  ask  if  the  train  would  leave 
on  schedule.  AA’hen  told  that  it  would, 
he  shook  his  head,  muttered  some- 
thing under  his  breath,  and  contin- 
ued his  corkscrew  tour  of  the  ])lat- 
form. 

^Vhen  twenty  minutes  before  leav- 
ing time  three  cars  had  not  yet  been 
loaded,  the  Sergeant  went  hack  to 
see  what  had  caused  the  delay.  He 
discovered  that  both  of  the  loading 
cranes  had  been  badly  jammed.  Sud- 
denly the  locomotive  blew  off  steam 
and  the  couplings  on  the  flat  cars 
clanged  together.  The  train  had 
started  to  move,  leaving  the  three 
unloaded  cars  behind.  The  sergeant 
immediately  ran  after  the  train,  but 
as  it  had  gathered  too  much  speed 
he  was  unable  to  catch  up  to  it  by 


I I 

following  the  track  so  he  cut  across 
the  yard  diagonally  in  an  attempt  to 
meet  it  at  the  yard  gate,  but  by  then 
the  train’s  speed  was  so  great  that 
it  was  impossible  to  board  it.  The 
only  alternative  left  for  the  sergeant 
was  to  shoot  at  the  engineer  with 
his  service  pistol,  which  he  did.  The 
train,  however,  continued  to  gain 
speed. 

In  the  meantime  the  men  who 
were  left  back  in  the  railroad  yard 
had  started  out  the  drive  towards 
the  highway  in  a combat  car.  They 
reduced  their  speed  sufficiently  for 
the  sergeant  to  jump  into  the  car 
and  then  they  drov'e  recklessly  over 
the  highway  bridge  towards  an  old 
siding  switch  about  five  miles  from 
tbe  town  where  the  soldiers  intended 
to  head  off  the  train.  It  was  soon 
ajiparent  that  such  haste  was  need- 
less as  the  train  slowed  down  about 
six  hundred  yards  past  the  railroad 


bridge.  The  train  stoped  with  a 
jerk,  the  whistle  shrieked  a single 
blast,  then  everything  was  still.  The 
men  naturally  ran  to  see  what  had 
hap])cned  and  the  sergeant,  having 
arrived  first,  was  about  to  climb  into 
the  cab  when  there  was  a terrific  ex- 
plosion. The  railroad  bridge  was 
comj)letely  demolished.  When  the 
sergeant  climbed  into  the  cab  be 
saw  Old  George  lying  on  the  steel 
floor,  his  chest  sjjouting  blood  from 
a bullet  wound. — the  shot  from  the 
sergeant’s  pistol.  The  old  man  still 
had  one  hand  around  the  base  of  the 
brake  handle,  and  in  the  other  he 
grasj)cd  a section  of  the  whistle  cord. 

Old  George  had  reached  his  last 
few  minutes  of  life,  but  as  the  ser- 
geant lifted  the  old  soldier’s  head 
and  shoidders  from  the  floor  he  had 
enough  strength  to  whisper  that  he 
Page  21,  please 
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PLATTER 

PRATTLE 

R.  L. 

As  a result  of  shellac  shortage. 
Columbia  will  soon  cut  out 
their  Okeh  label  and  move 
Benny  Goodman.  Basie,  Spivak,  and 
possibly  a few  other  bands  to  the 
.50e  Columbia  lable.  All  companies 
will  reduce  their  disc  output  to  a 
certain  extent,  however,  with  clas- 
sics suffering  the  most. 

Records  to  watch  for:  the  Frances 
Langford  (accompanied  by  Hoagy 
Carmichael’s  blues  whistling)  twelve 
inch  Deccaing  of  “Baltimore  Ori- 
ole,” which  deals  with  the  race  prob- 
lem in  a manner  similar  to  Billie 
Holiday’s  “Strange  Fruit”  on  Com- 
modore; Jimmie  Lunceford’s  “Song 
of  the  Islands”  — a jump  version 
with  solos  by  A1  Norris,  Trummy 
Young,  Willie  Smith,  Joe  Thomas, 
and  Paul  Webster  that’ll  doubtlessly 
me  his  best  Decca  since  “Annie 
Laurie”;  Decca’s  red  lable  alubums 
of  hot  jazz  reissues  by  Oliver, 
Nichols,  Bechet,  etc.;  an  album  of 
Teddy  Wilson  piano  solos  on  Co- 
lumbia ; and  Casa  I.oma’s  navel  “Lit- 
tle Man  With  the  Hammer,”  which 
is  far  superior  to  their  1935  Decca 
waxing  of  the  tune. 

CASA  LOMA 

'I'lie  only  thing  worth  listening 
to  on  “'Falk  of  the  Town”  (a  tune 
made  famous  by  Casa  Loma’s  1932 
Brunswick  version)  and  “Lntil  the 
.Stars  Fall  Down”  is  Billy  Rauch’s 
gorgeous  trombone  work.  His  tone 
and  phrasing  are  perfection  itself. 
'Fhe  band’s  in  the  same  rut  it’s  been 
in  since  “Come  and  Get  It.”  their 
last  jazz  contribution,  was  issued. 
But  it’s  jiretty  stuff  on  Decca  4292. 


He  recommend  . . . 

(1)  Duke  Ellington’s  “Moon  Mist” 
Smith  (2)  Goodman’s  “We’ll  Meet  Again” 

RECORDS  • (3)  McIntyre’s  “South  Bayou  Shuffle” 


DUKE  ELLINGTON 

“Moon  Mist”  is  a weird  creation 
which  spots  trumpeter  Ray  Nance 
on  fiddle  along  with  some  great 
Hodges  alto  and  ’Fizol  trombone. 
The  harmony  is  superb.  “The  ‘C’ 
Jam  Blues”  is  propelled  by  a tre- 
mendous beat  and  highlights  more 
Nance  gut-scrapings,  mutted  Stew- 
art, Ben  AA'ebster  tenor,  and  Joe 
Nanton  trambone  in  a take  your 
turn  solo  fashion.  Two  great  efforts 
on  ^’ictor  27856. 

BENNY  GOODMAN 

‘AA’e’ll  Meet  Again”  is  a swingy 
little  tune  with  an  OK  Peggy  Lee 
vocal.  Musso’s  pretty  tenor  and  Mel 
Powell’s  piano  chime  in  to  make  this 
side  one  of  the  best  pop  perfor- 
mances by  BG  since  “I  I.et  a .Song 
Go  Out  of  My  Heart.”  “Before  ’ 
(obviously  a Toots  Camaratta  scor- 
ing of  Rachmaninoff’s  original)  is 
too  heavy  for  Benny’s  boys  and  does 
not  turn  out  so  well.  A good  beat  and 
Benny’s  always  - brilliant  clarinet 
help  somewhat.  Okeh  664  f. 

EARL  HINES 

No  wonder  the  Fatha’  wants  to 
retire  and  settle  down  in  Chicago  af- 
ter this  year.  Being  forced  to  record 
such  stuff  as  “.Skylark”  and  “.She’ll 
Always  Remember”  is  enough  for 
anyone.  The  former  has  somebody’s 
piccolo  fluttering  all  over  the  studio 
behind  Billy  Eckstein’s  chirping,  and 
only  Bud  Johnson’s  pleasant  tenor 
is  worth  hearing.  “Remember”  is 
completely  and  entirely  cluttered  uj) 
with  the  singing  of  Madeline  Green 
and  the  Three  Varieties  with  the 
only  solo  a sensational  2-bar  guitar 


bridge.  If  you  listen  extremely  close- 
ly you  can  detect  the  Earl’s  piano 
somewhere  in  the  background  on 
both  sides.  Bluebird  should  leave  the 
recording  of  such  tunes  to  Miller’s 
band  and  others  of  like  ilk.  Blue- 
bird 11512. 

HARRY  JAMES 

A too-slow  tempo  doesn’t  help 
“One  Dozen  Roses,”  which  isn’t  so 
good  anyhow.  Mostly  ensembles  with 
a fair  Jimmy  .Saunders  vocal  and  a 
touch  of  James’  horn.  Only  a little 
better  is  “You’re  Too  Good  for  a 
Good-for-Nothing  Me”  sung  well  by 
Helen  Forrest.  Two  dull  sides  on  Co- 
lumbia 36566. 

JIMMIE  LUNCEFORD 

The  Lads  of  Luneeford  have  a 
good  bet  in  “Ufe  Is  Fine” — a 
catchy  novelty  rightfully  and  suc- 
cessfully hogged  by  Trummy 
Young’s  pipes  and  trombone  with  a 
snatch  of  Ted  Buckner  alto  tossed 
in.  A pop,  “I’m  Losing  My  Mind,” 
has  a surprisingly  good  Dan  Gris- 
som vocal,  clear  Willy  Smith  clary, 
earthy  Joe  Thomas  tenor,  and  a neat 
ending.  Both  these  sides  are  swell. 
Decea  4289. 

HAL  McIntyre 

This  fine  new  band  is  in  an  El- 
lington groove  on  “.South  Bayou 
.ShuftTe”  which  contains  some  eerie 
chord  structures,  weird  rhythm  fig- 
ures, and  a swell  tenor  chorus  by 
Dave  Matthews,  who  sounds  more 
like  the  1937  Hawkins  than  does 
Ben  V’ebster.  A well  arranged  Jjop, 
“I’ll  Keep  the  Lovelight  Burning,” 
nicely  sung  by  Carl  Denny  is  the 
riipover.  Victor  27855.  • 
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Is  it  a bird?  Is  it  a plane?  Nope  . . . 

IT’S  SUPERA\AN 


• SATIRE  • 


Few  c'liaracters  in  our  world’s  history  have  had 
sucli  rapid  rise  to  fame  as  has  our  visitor  from  the 
planet  Krypton — the  dynamic  superman.  His 
amazing  feats  liave  won  the  admiration  and  gratitude  of 
our  entire  nation,  for  witliout  him  our  country  would 
liave  been  burned  four  times,  poisoned  once.  Hooded 
twice,  and  “mechanical  man-ed’’  at  least  once  a week. 
Yet  in  reading  about  his  activities,  how  often  does  one 
wonder  how  sucli  a man  is  biologically  and  mechanically 
possible.  With  the  aid  of  Clark  Kent  (reporter  and  al- 
leged friend  of  Superman)  we  have  found  the  logical 
explanations  to  his  unbelievable  accomplishments,  as 
will  be  e.xplaincd  by  members  of  several  of  I.ehigh’s 
cajiable  departments. 

(1)  the  engineer: 

We  shall  take  one  of  his  more  recent  feats  as  an  ex- 
ample around  which  to  build  our  hypothsis.  A heavily 
laden  train  was  whipping  through  thin  space  at  about 
;i.50  MPH,  having  just  leaped  from  a 4400  ft.  precipe. 
Our  boy.  Superman  with  no  support  from  the  ground 


stopped  its  descent  and  hauled  this  90,000  ton  job 
through  the  air  back  on  its  track,  where  all  Lois  Lane- 
bearing trains  belong. 

Our  Hrst  job  is  to  resolve  his  action  into  component 
forces,  and  since  every  force  must  have  an  opposite  and 
equal  reaction  (blame  it  on  Xewton),  it  seems  like  an 
impossible  feat,  because  there  was  naught  but  thin  air 
to  push  on.  But  by  a simple  inverse  hyperbolic  haver- 
sine  triple  integration  and  double  commutation,  who 
knows  what  the  hell  one  might  run  into !!!!!!!  Well,  it 
so  happens  that  almost  everything  cancels  out  (in  typi- 
cal Lehigh  fashion)  leaving  still  enough  stuff  to  push 
any  train  up  a little  matter  of  a mile.  (If  you  think  this 
is  high  you  should  see  how  high  any  I.ehigh  lecturer 
piles  it  in  an  auditorium  only  forty  feet  tall.) 

(2)  the  astronomist : 

Krypton,  a small  plantoid  destroyed  in  this  year  1937 
A.  D.,  had  a radius  of  only  101  miles,  approximately 
one  fortieth  of  ours,  meaning  that  a man  on  Krypton 
see  page  25 


“Keep  ’em  flying!!” 


ILLI\STRATED  SONG  TITLES 
“Don’t  Sit  Under  the  Apple  Tree” 
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A MAN  IS  HANGED  . . . 

from  page  7 

were  pulled  by  several  men,  so  that  no  one  man  would 
feel  solely  resj)onsible ; the  other  was  a one-man  affair. 
The  one-man  gallows  would  be  used.  It  would  save  the 
county  $2.7. 

In  Jefferson  City,  Sonny  was  cracking  rmder  the 
death-house  strain ; he  had  been  kept  under  a death- 
watch,  day  and  night,  and  he  had  lost  fifteen  pounds, 
llis  eves  were  shifty  and  bloodshot,  and  his  shoulders 
sagged  for  the  first  time  in  his  life.  He  asked  for  a 
Bible  to  keep  in  his  cell. 

.\s  death-morning  drew  near,  requests  for  passes  in- 
creased. “I’m  already  swamped  with  requests,”  Curtis 
told  the  press.  “I’ve  got  to  take  care  of  my  own  force, 
the  police  department,  the  highway  patrol,  and  peace 
officers  in  surrounding  counties  first,  of  course.”  The 
number  of  witnesses  was  finally  set  at  100,  and  was  to 
include  members  of  the  jury  that  passed  the  sentence. 
“It  seems  to  me,”  .Sheriff  Curtis  explained,  “that  the 


jury  which  convicted  .Sonny  should  he  shown  the  cour- 
tesy of  receiving  passes,  and  the  satisfaction  of  seeing 
him  hung.” 

II 

The  public  was  anxious  to  helj)  the  .Sheriff,  as  the 
hanging  drew  near.  After  Miss  Redigcr  had  been  turn- 
ed down  as  trap-springer,  an  unemployed  man  offered  to 
do  it  for  $10.  The  wife  of  a prominent  businessman, 
worried  before  going  under  an  anaesthetic  for  an  ap- 
pendicitis operation,  exclaimed  as  she  came  out  from 
under  the  ether,  “Oh,  my  God,  I hope  .Sheriff  Curtis 
doesn’t  have  to  hang  that  man.” 

A^  ith  100  hanging-passes  almost  all  taken,  the  Sheriff 
continued  to  receive  requests.  “Now  Scott,”  one  of  them 
read,  “don’t  forget  me.  I want  a ticket.”  Another  read, 
“You  know  I’m  your  friend,  Scott.  I’ve  helped  you  all 
I can  and  I’m  counting  on  you  to  give  me  a ticket.” 
.Some  read  like  threats:  “I  voted  for  you,  remember,  in 
the  last  election.”  “That  hanging  will  cost  me  a lot  of 
friends,”  lamented  the  Sheriff,  expressing  a desire  to 
leave  otwn  until  the  day  of  the  execution. 
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In  the  meantime,  Miss  Rediger,  press-agented  over  the 
nation  as  “tlie  girl  wlio  wanted  to  kill  a man  for  tlie 
tlirill  of  it,”  was  deluged  with  letters.  Many  admitted 
they  were  “kindred  spirits”;  others  wrote  mash-notes. 
A few  criticized.  One  letter  read:  “How  would  YOU 
like  to  feel  strangling  fingers  at  YOUR  throat.^”  and 
was  signed  X.  A Cleveland,  Ohio,  insurance  man  was 
liorrified  that  a “young  and  beautiful  girl  should  want  to 
do  such  a terrible  thing.”  He  enclosed  poems  to  “cheer 
her  up,”  and  to  get  her  “in  a right  frame  of  mind.” 
One  mash-note  read:  “A  girl  of  twenty  years  and  as 
beautiful  as  you  are  should  be  thinking  of  dates,  not 
of  hanging  men.”  A New  Jersey  youth  sympathized 
with  her,  and  also  wanted  to  spring  the  trap  just  to 
see  if  he  “could  .sleep  after  the  experience.”  A health 
resort  wrote  Miss  Redigr,  urging  her  “to  keep  her 
muscles  strong  enough  for  hanging  people”  by  enlisting 
in  a physical  training  course. 


1 7 

With  two  days  to  go.  Sonny  McDaniel  w.as  brought 
to  the  Springfield  jail — on  the  same  afternoon  that 
the  last  nails  were  driven  in  the  wooden  scaffold. 
Through  a local  hardware  concern.  Sheriff  Curtis  had 
ordered  twenty  feet  of  special  “hangman  rope”;  and  the 
jailer,  who  had  “fooled  with  roj>es  since  a kid  in  a Roy 
Scout  troo}),”  busily  practiced  the  death  knot.  Local 
newsjiapers  made  the  mistake  of  printing  a reproduction 
of  the  passes,  and  hundreds  of  people,  thinking  they 
were  authentic,  clipped  them  for  presentation  the  morn- 
ing of  the  execution.  On  the  day  before  the  hanging, 
an  elderly  woman  wrote  to  the  sheriff': 

This  being  the  date  of  mi/  birth  makes  it  so  bad 
somehoxc  to  me.  Would  it  be  asking  too  jniich  that 
this  'could  not  happen  on  mi/  birthday;  I icill  be 
()8  years  of  age.  While  my  birthday  does  not  amount 
to  any  more  than  anyone  else’s,  the  thought  seems 
so  sad. 


How  the  Prof  looks  to  the  student  at  eight  Monday  morning. 
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Quality  Foods  . . . 

AT  STILL  CONSERVATIVE  PRICES 
DESPITE  RISING  COSTS  . . . 

FIVE  POINTS 

Fruit  Market  Meat  Market 

Phone  6-3382  Phone  7-9737 


“Hello.” 

“Hello,  is  this  Marj-?” 
“Yes.” 

“Do  you  still  love  me.^” 
“Yes.  who  is  it?” 


“When  I marry,  I’m  going  to  marry  a girl  who  can 
take  a joke.” 

“Don’t  worry,  little  boy.  It’s  the  only  kind  you’ll  get” 


UNION 


BANK  TRUST  CO. 

OF  BETHLEHEM 

Student’s  Accounts 
Solicited 

♦ 

i Broadway  and  West  Fourth 


Member  of 

Federal  Deposit  Insurance  Corporation 

la 


MAX  HAXGED  . . . 

from  page  17 

A special  motorcycle  detail  was  called  out  the  morn- 
ing of  .\pril  12.  the  end  of  the  road  for  Sonny  McDaniel, 
to  direct  traffic  in  the  vicinity  of  the  county  jail.  The 
morning  was  soft  and  warm,  with  a faint  mist  in  th*' 
air  which  made  headlights  look  like  lanterns  hung  in 
pairs  on  a foggy  night.  Several  hundred  people  crowd- 
ed outside  the  execution  pen.  Gangs  of  small  hoys  amus- 
ed themselves  hy  counting  the  numher  of  ears  from 
Oklahoma,  Kansas,  and  Arkansas,  which  had  driven 
all  night  to  be  in  Springfield  for  the  execution.  A Negro 
minister  passed  out  pamphlets  reading:  “Are  you  pre- 
pared to  meet  your  God?” 

At  .5:10,  the  crowd  became  noisier;  feet  shutfled  as 
the  thick,  echoing  fog-blanket  became  denser.  There 
was  much  whispering,  pulling  out  of  watches,  nervous- 
ness. At  .5:1.5,  the  lever  was  shoved  by  the  white-faced 
Sheriff;  a heavy,  creaking  thud  and  a shaking  of  timber 
echoed  above  the  impatient  crowd  outside  the  barricade. 
There  were  a few  seconds  of  breathless  silence.  At  5:25. 
when  .Sonny  McDaniel  was  pronounced  dead,  there  was 
a scramble  for  rope-souvenirs,  as  twenty  feet  of  hang- 
ing hemp  was  hurriedly  sliced  into  four-  and  five-inch 
sections,  to  be  sold  as  mementos  of  the  occasion.  As  the 
crowd  filed  out,  .Sonny  was  placed  on  a hospital  strecher 
and  shoved  into  a waiting  ambulance. 

That  morning  at  8:15,  Sheriff  Curtis  caught  a train 
for  Kansas  City,  leaving  final  orders  that  the  scaffold 
as  to  be  torn  down  and  sold  at  once  as  scrap-lumber. 
One  day’s  advertisement  in  the  Xezcs-Leader  brought  a 
buyer — the  Mt.  Union  Gospel  church,  for  the  construc- 
tion of  a new  Sunday  School  room. 

For  a week,  local  Negroes  whispered  that  Sonny  had 
not  been  dead  when  he  was  cut  down  from  the  scaffold, 
that  someone  had  seen  his  arm  move  as  he  was  carried 
off  on  the  strecher.  But  certainty  of  .Sonny’s  death  came 
to  the  hundreds  of  curious  spectators  who,  during  the 
week  following,  drove  out  to  a lonely  Negro  grave  on 
George  .Street  Road  to  ins]iect  a new  mound,  over  which 
no  marker  was  erected.  Miss  Rediger  returned  to  her 
shorthand  and  typing.  Sheriff  Curtis  continued  the  nor- 
mal duties  of  his  office.  Memories  of  the  hanging  were 
swejjt  aside  hy  the  smell  of  lilacs  in  the  Ajjril  air  . . . 
and  the  talk  of  baseball  . . . and  fishing  . . . and  a good 
stand  of  spring  wheat. 

* * * 

Will:  “Been  to  church  this  morning?” 

Bill:  ‘A\’hv,  do  my  clothes  look  as  if  they’ve  been 

slej)t  in?” 
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COMIC  STRIPS  . . . 

from  page  4 

wills”.  There  is  “Tarzan”  heing  barred  from  Russia 
heeause  he  is  the  son  of  an  English  lord  and  lady. 

Into  the  Ameriean  language,  the  comie-strip  artists 
thrust  new  words — some  stiek,  others  disappear.  It  was 
Billy  DeBeck  who  gave  to  a word-loving  American 
])eople  such  phrases  as  “the  heehy-jeebies”,  “.So  he  took 
the  -^.50,000”.  and  “I  hope  you  don’t  feel  hurt”.  Milt 
Gross  added  such  Americanisms  as  “That’s  My  Pop”, 
“Xize  Baby”,  “banana  oil”,  and  others. 

And  it  is  only  the  “great  unwashed”  who  keep  the 
comics  going?  Hardly.  On  the  2.5th  anniversary  of 
George  McManus’  “Maggie  and  Jiggs”  strip,  a con- 
gressional dinner  was  held  to  honor  McManus,  attended 
by  Supreme  Court  Justices,  Congressmen,  and  cabinet 
members.  It  was  President  Roosevelt  himself  who  grant- 
ed Ham  E'isher  permission  to  have  Joe  Palooka  freed 
from  the  E'oreign  Legion  and  return  to  America  to  begin 
training  to  regain  his  heavyweight  title.  Eisher  had  had 
.Joe  join  the  Eoreign  Legion,  and  the  non  finding  his 
desert  locale  too  wearing,  decided  that  Palooka’s  enlist- 
ment in  the  I^egion  could  ])roperly  be  revoked  by  no  les- 
ser ])ower  than  the  jjresident  of  the  United  Stats.  One 
of  President  M’ilson’s  favorite  comics  was  Krazy  Kat. 

One  of  the  real  veterans  in  the  comic-strij)  field.  Cliff 
.Sterrett,  who  draws  “Polly  and  her  Pals”,  started  .a 
“girl  stri})”  back  in  the  days  when  ccnsorshij)  did  not 
permit  a girl’s  leg  to  be  show  above  the  shoe-top — when 
kissing  in  the  comic-strip  “just  wasn’t  done” — and  when 
all  action  in  the  strip  had  to  be  comj)leted  before  9 
o’clock  in  the  evening. 

Eoreign  countries  do  strange  things  with  coinic-stri))S. 
\\’hen  “Bringing  U])  Eather”  is  run  in  Chinese  ))apers. 
.Jiggs’  favorite  dish  becomes  rice  instead  of  ham-and- 
cabbage ; in  Mexican  papers,  Jiggs  always  asks  for 
tamales  and  tortillas.  But  even  his  ham-and-cabbage 
passion  is  not  enough  to  endear  .Jiggs  to  the  Irish  people, 
who  have  no  liking  at  all  for  the  low-taste  antics  of  the 
McManus  creation. 

On  the  Lehigh  campus,  Blondie  reigns  as  top-rating 
cartoon,  according  to  a recent  journalism  class  survey. 
.Students  candidly  admit  that  they  often  read  .lane  Arden 
and  I’lash  Gordon  because  of  tbe  seductive,  feminine 
curves  drawn  by  Russ  Ross  and  Alex  Raymond. 

* * * 

The  boy  stood  on  the  railroad  track. 

The  engine  gave  a squeel ; 

Tile  fireman  stepped  down  from  the  cab — 

And  scraped  him  off  the  wheel. 


Customer:  “I’d  like  to  see  a good  second-hand  car.” 
.Salesman:  “So  would  I.” 

* * * 

Anthry:  “Don’t  you  think  Smith  was  a fool  for  com- 
mitting suicide?” 

Cite::  “Yes;  it’s  the  last  thing  I’d  do.” 

■*■  * * 

M’hat  is  so  rare  as  a drunk  in  tune? 


GO  SCOTCH  . . . 

AND  SAVE  WITH  OUR  BIG 

Lehigh 

STUDENT 

SPECIAL 

Ask  our  route  salesman 
about 

Reduced 

LAUNDRY  PRICES 
for  college  Students 

The  Allen  Laundry 
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KING’S  ALLEY  . . . 

from  page  9 
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BREAD 


BROTHERLY  LOl'E 

Dean:  “^Vhat  are  you  goinj;  to  do  with  tliat  wood 
alcohol  ?” 

Duncan:  “I’m  saving  it  for  my  blind  brother.” 

— Malteaser 


MORGANSTERN’S 
Esso  Servicenter 


Efficient 

And 

Expert 

Attention 


Cars  called 

For 

And 

Delivered 


Car  Washing  and  Polishing 


Broadway  and  Wyandotte 

Phone  6-9455 


LOST — One  lead  pencil  . . . by  blond,  blue  eyes,  height 
five  feet,  weight  112,  age  20,  very  good  dancer. 
Reward  if  returned.  Dial  1-5983. 

— Exchange 


EARL  H.  GIER 

J E E L E R 

129  West  Fourth  Street 

(Next  to  the  Post  Office) 

Dial  6-5421 


Tass:  Don’t  talk  to  me.  You  two  are  crazy.  I’m  crazy. 
We  are  all  eraz\-.  Someone’s  crazy,  at  any  rate. 
Then  again.  I’m  not  so  sure.  Farewell,  farewell. 
(r«ns  off  scene  laughing  hysterically.) 

DM'AKE:  I believe  she’s  losing  her  mind,  (^then  pounces 
again.) 


SCENE  II 

Eive  years  have  passed  since  the  last  scene.  Much 
has  happened  to  the  characters  and  the  little  old 
toicn  of  King’s  Alley.  Tass  is  dead.  Her  father 
is  dead.  Her  mother  is  dead.  'The  quack  surgeon 
and  most  of  his  patients  are  dead.  Anna  is  dead. 
And  the  toicn  is  still  dead. 

France,  having  spent  four  years  studying  in 
J'ienna,  returns  to  his  home  town;  we  find  him  in 
a dingy  bedroom  of  a tumble-down  shack  on  the 
wrong  side  of  the  railroad  tracks  looking  happily 
at  Dwake  who  lies  helplessly  in  bed  minus  two 
legs,  an  arm,  his  appendix,  and  most  of  his  mind. 
Randly  stands  at  the  side  of  the  bed  snarling 
throughout  the  seene  except  when  she  speaks. 

DM’AKE:  Randly,  if  you  haven’t  found  the  rest  of  me 
yet,  please  hurry.  ^ly  legs,  my  arm,  my  appendix, 
my  mind!!  Where  are  they?  {sees  France  for  the 
first  time)  France,  what  have  they  done  to  me? 
Oh,  my  God,  my  Gixl. 

FRANCE:  {ignoring  Dwake)  Randly,  darling,  look  at 
the  poor  fool  suffering  there.  What  a laugh,  Ha, 
ha.  Come,  my  sweet,  let  us  fly  away  from  this  evil 
place.  Come  back  to  old  ^"ienna  with  me  where  they 
make  good  beer. 

RANDI.Y:  Why  sure. 

FRANCE:  Dwake,  old  man,  I hate  to  tell  you  this,  but 
it  is  my  duty.  I hope  you  can  take  it.  Perhaps  I’d 
better  begin  by  quoting  some  j)oetry  pertinent  to  the 
subject,  (he  does,  per  usual)  Now,  Dwake,  I’m 
forced  to  tell  you  that  Randly  is  going  to  divorce 
you  and  marry  me.  We  are  going  to  Europe.  We 
are  going  to  leave  you  here  alone  to  suffer  un- 
attended. Farewell. 

D^^’AKE:  Ha,  ha.  ha.  Ho,  ho,  ho.  That’s  a good  one. 
So  they  think  they  can  break  my  spirit.  They 
think  they  can  keep  me  down.  I’ll  show  them.  I’ll 
not  die.  I’ll  ....  (Dwake  breaks  down  here  and 
loses  all  coherency.  His  eyes  roll  around  aim- 
lessly in  his  head,  saliva  drools  from  his  mouth, 
blood  spurts  from  the  stumps  of  his  legs,  life 
slowly  steals  away  from  his  crushed  body,  and 
the  two  lovers  slip  out  of  the  room  as  the 
curtain  comes  down. 
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OLD  GEORGE  . . . 

from  page  11 

had  overheard  two  men  j)lotting  to  blow  iij)  the  bridge 
and  fully  loaded  train  that  afternoon.  He  niumhled  that 
he  had  told  no  one  beeause  he  feared  he  would  not  be 
believed  and,  futhermore,  previous  time  would  have  been 
sj)ent  looking  for  explosives  that  were,  in  all  probabil- 
ity, too  well  eonelealed.  This  would  have  caused  the  de- 
lay of  over  one  hundred  tanks.  Old  George’s  last  words 
were, 

“They  won’t  let  me  tight,  but  mebbey  this’ll  speed 
things  up  fer  the  boys  who  are  fightin’.’’ 

M’ith  that  he  fell  hack  into  the  sergeant’s  arms,  his 
right  arm  bent  at  the  elbow,  and  his  right  hand  falling 
over  his  eye  in  the  position  of  a salute.  That  might  have 
been  coincidence  or  it  might  not;  no  one  will  ever  know. 
In  any  event,  Old  George  was  a great  soldier  and  no  one 
could  have  loved  his  country  more  than  he. 

That  ended  the  sergeant’s  report  and  the  captain,  ob- 
violsly  impressed  said, 

“Thank  you,  Sergeant.  Will  you  please  give  me  your 
name?  I’ll  need  it  to  make  the  report  comjjlete.” 

“Certainly  sir,”  the  sergeant  rejilied  proudly,  yet  re- 
s))ectfully,  “it  is  Sergeant  George  O’Keefe,  Jr.” 


Mary  had  a little  skirt. 

She  stood  against  the  light; 

^^’ho  gives  a damn 

For  Mary’s  lamb 

M’ith  Mary’s  calves  in  sight ! 

Th('  Iaxj 

* * * 

“Mr.  Door,  what’s  the  idea  of  taking  toast  out  of  the 
mess  Hall?” 

“I  wanted  to  make  some  charcoal  sketches,  sir.” 


Reeves,  Parviii  & Co. 


WHOLESALE  GROCERS 

202  Hamilton  Street  Allentown,  Pa. 

Represented  by  Ralph  Wisner 

Phone  Allentown  5138 


VICTOR  FIGLEAR 

MEN’S  HABERDASHERY 

Formal  Clothes  to  Hire  and  Sell 
21  East  Fourth  Street  Phone  7-5681 


NORBETH  DAIRY 


Dairy  Products  of  Distinction! 
DEPENDABLE  SERVICE 

CERTIFIED  HOMOGENIZED 

MILK  MILK 

Phone  7-3251 


JniY  GIliLS  ARE  LIKE  CIGARETTES 
'I’hey  come  in  jiacks ; 

They’re  hard  to  light ; 

'Fhey  go  out  unexpectedly ; 

'Fhey  cling  to  your  lips; 

'I'liey  leave  a bitter  taste  in  your  mouth ; 

BUT  they  satisfy.  — Old  Maid 

* * * 

If  you  think  money  doesn’t  talk,  then  just  try  to  tele- 
phone without  a nickel. 


Estimates  Furnished  We  Strive  to  Please 

For  Your  Spring  Decorations  . . . 

For  Durable  Paints  and  Washable  Wallpaper  . . . 

F.  J.  Milmaii 

Decorator 

543  N.  New  Street  Phone  6-4541 
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Bethlehem  National  Bank 


OFFERS  ITS  BANKING 
. FACILITIES  TO  THE 
STUDENTS  OF  LEHIGH  UNIVERSITY 

Member  of 

Federal  Reserve  System 
j Member  of 

Federal  Deposit  Insurance  Corporation 

THIRD  and  ADAMS 


Tlie  Hritisli  aviator  had  just  returned  from  a raid 
into  tlie  enemy  territory. 

“Why  are  you  hack  so  late?”  asked  Ids  commanding 
otKcer. 

“I  misunderstood  instructions,  sir,  and  puslied  the 
leaflets  under  })eoples  doors.” 

— Moonshine 

* * * 


TO  A BOMB 

Oh,  you  great,  hig,  beautiful  homh, 

Where  are  you  going  to?  Where  are  you  from? 

\\  ho  will  he  destined  to  suddenly  feel 
^ our  thousands  ot  pounds  of  explosive  and  steel? 

llutli!ig  down  with  increasing  velocity, 

hat  will  you  blast  with  destructive  ferocity? 

Show  us  the  practical  manifestation 
Of  T rinitrotoluol’s  (juiek  oxidation. 

Neatly  annihilate  bridge-head  and  trestle. 

Factory,  city,  or  seagoing  vessel. 

Scatter  your  fragments  o’er  land  and  o’er  sea; 

My  only  request  is,  please  don’t  scatter  me. 

* * * 


E TERX.  1 L PA RA 1) OX 

Once  1 shaved  to  cultivate  my  bristles  few. 
Now  1 shave  to  extirj)ate  their  Griffin  hue. 


He:  I m a man  of  few  words.  ^Vill  you  kiss  me  or 

won’t  you?” 

She:  “I  wouldn’t  normally,  hut  you’ve  talked  me  into  it. 

— Kickapoo 


Lehigh  Valley  Milk 

**The  Farmer’s  Dairy” 

1026-1052  North  Seventh  Street 
Allentown  5-5115 


b 


’.1  6°'- 


ongjrcitulcitioes . • . 


The  two  cartoons  on  this  page 
have  been  chosen  as  the  funniest 
appearing  in  recent  College 
Comics. 

First  Place 
ERWIN  GOLDBLUM 
New  York  University  Varitics 

Second  Place 
BUD  LEE 

Tulane  University  Urchin 


• “Tiaclition  be  damned,  I’m  thirsty!” 


/ 
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IT'S  SUPERMAN  . . . 

from  page  13 

(Su])ernian  for  example)  would  weigh  only  rive  pounds. 
3’et  have  the  same  size  as  us,  and  have  a strength  far 
greater  than  ours  (no  cigarettes,  liquor  or  heavy  dates). 
Now  naturally  when  such  a creature  as  this  visits  earth 
and,  having  greater  strength  in  the  first  place,  and  being 
12,000%  lighter,  his  feats  no  longer  seem  fantastic.  If 
an  average  man  can  jump  26  ft.  (taking  .Jesse  Owens  as 
average)  then  certainly  Superman  can  leap  40  x 2(i  x 
]04  .\  980  X .32  X 107  ft.  hy  simple  caleidations. 

(3)  the  biologist: 

Biologically,  superman  presents  quite  a problem,  as 
all  of  us  have  secretly  thought  sniekeringly  when  watch- 
ing him  exist  day  after  day,  acting  like  an  ordinary  hu- 
man, keeping  his  qualities  from  fellow  men.  After  hiring 
the  LUKE  WARM  DEFECTIVE  AGENCY  to  follow 
him  from  the  time  we  see  him  one  morning  until  the 
next  day,  we  have  formulated  that  either  a dose  of  cas- 
tor oil  (ala  Daeey)  is  necessary,  or  our  man  just  doesn’t. 
From  the  sexual  side  we  rind  him  normal  since  it  is  ob- 
vious to  even  average  mortals  that  I.ois  I.ane  is  noth- 
ing to  creep  from. 

(4)  the  stupid  artsman 

“Degrading  trash,  never  read  it — give  me  the  Rover 
Boys  for  action.”  EWW 


A married  cou))le  were  sleejring  ])eacefully  when  the 
wife  suddenly  shouted  out  in  her  sleep:  “Good  I.ord, 
my  husband!”  The  husband,  waking  suddenly,  jumped 
(>ut  the  window.  — Sundial 

* * * 


Director  of  Glee  Cluh — Mr.  .Jones,  you  don’t  have  a 
very  good  range. 

.Jones — That’s  fight,  sir,  I ain’t  cookin’  with  gas. 

—Old  Maid 


* * * 


The  ))lumbcr’s  face  flushed,  but  he  heing  a good  |)lumb- 
er,  it  flushed  silently.  — Sagehen 

* » * 


\ girl  can  be  very  sweet  when  she  wants  . . . 

— Point 


Drink 

Golden  Guernsey  Milk 

Mowrer 

Wants  To  Be  Your  Milkman 


ICE  CREAM 


FOR  ALL 
OCCASIONS 


Dial  7-5804  - For  Daily  Delivery  Service 
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WHY  GIRLS 

Received  annonymously  immediately  after 
Spring  Houseparty  — Editor. 

W'liy  girls  leave  home? 

To  go  to  Lehigh  House])arties,  of  course.  This  is 
one  ex})erience  every  girl  owes  herself.  Nothing,  no 
nothing,  equals  one  of  those  bang-up  week-ends  at 
I.ehigh.  One  meets  all  kinds  of  j)eople — I’ts  a eosmo- 
|)olitan  college,  m}'  dear. 

When  you  arrive  on  the  local  train  or  via  horse  cart, 
pony  express  or  what  have  you  (this  ])uny  joke  is  so 
old  it  has  become  a tradition)  your  date  confronts  you 
at  the  tsation — It’s  the  thing  to  do.  He  usually  rushes 
up  wearing  a smile  on  his  face  and  his  heart  on  his 
sleeve.  This  si  one  of  the  nice  things  about  the  hoys  at 
good  ole  I.ehi.  They  aren’t  afraid  to  expose  their 
emotions.  This  they  do  quite  freely  and  often.  Like 
those  seniors  shedding  bitter  tears  at  the  thought  of 
leaving  college  to  accept  an  inivitation  from  L’ncle 
Sam  (whoever  he  is) — \’ery  sad — 

Well,  anyway,  you’re  there  and  he’s  pumping  your 
hand  and  trying  to  lug  your  suitcase  or  cases  as  the  case 
may  he  (Excuse  feeble  pun)  smilling  all  the  while. 


“T/if*  University  Commons” 

* * * 

Baiujuets  to  Order 

* * * 

Breakfast  7:30-9:00 

Lunch  11 :30- 1 :00 

Dinner  (except  Sunday)  5:30-6:30 


LEAVE  HOME 

You  will  also  see  many  peope  going  through  this  same 
jjrocedure — Smiling  all  the  while. 

ell,  anyway,  m'Ou  wind  around  and  around  until 
you  find  yourself  on  the  campus — A beautiful  place. 
One  of  the  lovliest  in  the  country,  I’ve  heard. 

He  will  deposit  you  and  vour  bags  in  his  room  or 
perhaps  the  room  of  a friend.  You  will,  then,  probably 
meet  all  of  his  friends,  his  friends  dates,  their  friends 
and  so  forth.  The  old  uncles  and  his  cousins  and  his 
aunts  routine — 'rids  is  really  the  general  once-over. 
But,  I always  say,  girls,  “It’s  better  to  be  looked  over 
than  over-looked.  At  this  point,  maybe,  he  will  ask  you 
if  you  are  hungry.  Eating  is  another  nice  habit  indulg- 
ed in  quite  freely  and  often  at  Lehigh. 

'riie  Junior  Prom  (not  to  change  the  subject  or  anv- 
thing)  on  Eriday  night  is  a thrill — Pretty  girls,  smooth 
orchestras  (two,  no  less,)  and  all  those  men,  my  deah. 
'Phe  Mannerchor,  another  age  old  tradition,  the  dorm 
dance  at  Grace  Hall  and  the  Erat  dances  on  Saturday 
night  are  all  super,  too.  But  as  I have  said,  before,  one 
meets  all  tj’pes. 

Namely,  there’s  specimen  number  one.  He  is  of  the 
see  page  27 


Motor  Cop — Hey,  you ! Didn’t  you  hear  me  say, 
“Pull  over  there”? 

Driver — M'hy,  I thought  you  said,  “Good  afternoon 
senator.” 

M.  C.  (smiling) — Isn’t  it  a warm  day,  senator? 

— Kxchange 


LAST  CALL  FOR  . . . 

Mother’s  Day 

BOOKLETS  and  CARDS  ...  10c  to  50c 
CANDY  ...  35c  to  S5.00 

Packed  and  Shipped  Anywhere  Free  of  Charge 

Siivcler’s  Drug  Store 


Fourth  and  New 


Graduation  Issue 
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WHY  GIRLS  LEAVE  HOME  . . . 

from  page  26  . . . 

species  of  wolf.  He  will  first  greet  you  with  a beam  in 
the  eye.  He  may  he  of  the  hot  house  variety  or  th  out- 
door type  but — he’s  a wolf.  A\'hile  dancing  he  will  clasj) 
you  tightly  in  one  arm  no  doubt  bending  over  to  whisper 
softly  in  your  inclined  ear — “What  heavenly  perfume !’’ 
Sniffing  with  a slight  toueh  of  asthma.  He  will  also  be 
corny  enough  to  give  you  the  old  one,  two,  three  about, 
“Why  haven’t  we  met  before.^’’  Rest  assured,  girls,  he  is 
perfectly  harmless  and  nice  to  have  around  as  he  does 
lend  excitement  to  the  local  scenery. 

One  always  meets  Joe  College.  He  will  be  the  jitter- 
bug version  of  an  Engineer.  A conservative  type  of  the 
alligator  speeies.  Usually  young,  no  end  of  fun  and 
affords  a Hock  of  entertainment  in  the  right  atmosphere. 
Loves  to  converse  on  anythig  from  Glen  Miller  to  Hoagy 
Carmichael.  Muss  his  hair  and  cut  the  rug  with  him. 
He’ll  love  it. 

Then,  there’s  the  original  conservative  of  the  engin- 
eers. You’ll  meet  several  of  these  during  the  weekend. 
He’s  here  to  study.  Papa  is  slaving  to  send  him  to  col- 
lege and  he  is  here  for  an  education — Nothing  else, 
(^uiet,  moody,  loves  to  hold  forth  on  deep  subjects  and 
life  in  general.  Talk  about  books,  philosophy,  psychol- 
ogy and  sech — Be  a good  listener  when  he  opens  up — 
Pay  him  a lot  of  attention,  heap  him  with  affection  and 
he’ll  thrive. 

Then  there’s  “He  didn’t  come  to  college  to  get  a hell 
of  a lot  of  knowledge’’.  Mustn’t  leave  him  out — He’s 
quite  evident.  Can  be  freshman  or  senior.  May  have  a 
smooth  line  or  stick  to  his  Joe  Miller  Sketch  Book.  Can 
possess  snazzy  buggj'  or  WAI.K.  Under  the  influence 
and  well  oiled,  he  may  spout  Shakespeare,  ])oetry  or 
the  Gettysburg  address  on  an  overturned  waste  basket 
at  six  a.m.  or  slink  steathily  in  on  a party  at  four  a.m., 
hat  over  left  eye,  slide  down  wall,  sleep  for  twenty 


START  YOUR  SUMMER  SEMESTER 
WITH  THE  FOLLOWING 


Zipper  Ring  Binders  $1.25  to  $8.50 

Mechonical  Pencils  15c  to  $3.50 

Lehigh  Seal  Stationery  25c  to  $1.10 

Loose  Leaf  Fillers  10c  to  15c 

Drawing  Sets  $20.00  to  $40.00 

Slide  Rules  $1.25  to  $12.85 

Dictionaries  $1.00  to  $6.50 

Flat  and  Triangular  Rules  50c  to  $3.30 


Lelii  Stationerv  Co. 

^ OFFICE  EQUIPMENT  and  SUPPLIES 

ill  14  W.  Fourth  St.  Bethlehem,  Pa. 

1 Established  1922 


minutes,  quietly  get  up  and  depart  (he’s  I.ehigh  ’43) — I, 
myself,  witnessed  both  of  the  above.  \ erv  droll.  He 
may  do  almost  anything.  Expect  the  worst.  He  might 
even  remove  upper  elothing  and  give  the  Tarzan  eall. 
He  crawls  under  beds,  makes  love  marvelouslv,  goes 
into  a rumba  or  retrieves  handkerchiefs  at  the  drop  of 
a hat.  Nice  to  have  around,  anyway.  A whole  floor 
show  of  laughs. 

There’s  the  outdoor  tyjie,  the  Mama’s  hoy  (his  Mama 
done  told  him),  the  jolly  good  fellow,  the  man’s  man — 
Jack  Lehigh,  the  all  American  hoy,  the  Sophisticate, 
the  jioor  fellow  who  just  recovered  from  the  measles, 
-Mr.  Glamour  Pants,  the  aspiring  actor  type  (can’t  decide 
whether  to  do  a John  Barrymore  or  \’^ictor  Mature). 
They’re  the  men.  One  meets  all  types.  They  are  the 
important  items  at  Lehigh.  What  would  the  weekend 
be  without  them.'  What  would  Lookout  he  without  them? 
Bleak  and  barren.  How  could  we  enjoy  those  “made  for 
dancing”  orchestras,  the  long  walks  on  the  hill,  the  in- 
formal get  togethers,  the  song  fests  in  smoke  filled 
rooms,  the  bull  sessions  at  Kinneys,  the  laughing,  crowd- 
ed frat  houses  on  Saturday  nights,  the  sad  farewells  at 
the  station — No,  we  eouldn’t  or  wouldn’t  do  without 
them — A toast  to  the  men.  God  bless  ’em ! 

Ann  Onymous 

Lehigh  Hou.separties  ’41  & ’42. 

* * * 

“M’hy  did  they  evict  the  medical  student  from  the 
library  ?” 

“They  eaught  him  removing  the  appendix  from  the 
hook  he  was  reading.” 

— Covered  JVagon 

* * * 

“I  understand  they  vaccinated  the  second  string  end 
we  had  last  year.” 

“Why,  he  never  caught  anything.” 

— Poin  t 
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The  Lehigh  BACHELOR 


To  the  Class  of  1942  . . . 
GOOD  LUCK! 

Joe 

Kiiiiiev 


FOR  GOOD  FOOD 

AT 

REASOWBLE  PRICES 

PURITY  FOOD  MARKET 

25  East  Fourth  Street  Phone  7-4117 


Fraternities  please  note: 

We  Specialize  on 

Packed  To  Order  Quality  Canned  Foods 

“Full  to  the  Brim” 

L.  H.  Parke  Company 

PHILADELPHIA 


PLATTER 

PRATTLE 

CHL’  BERRY 

The  late  l>eon  “Chu”  Berry  was  unquestionably  one 
of  the  greatest  tenor  men  who  ever  earved  Tex  Beneke. 
And  he  made  many  wonderful  reeords  with  various  mu- 
sical grou))s  that  ranged  from  a G j)ieee  jam  outfit  to 
Count  Basie’s  ])Owerhouse  hand.  So  for  the  benefit  of 
any  who  may  wish  to  obtain  reeords  of  Chu’s  greatest 
tenoring,  the  following  available  sides  are  listed:  “Swing 
Is  Here”  with  Goodman,  Eldridge,  Krupa,  and  others — 
Bluebird  10705;  “Ghost  of  a Chance”  M’ith  Cab  Callo- 
way. Chu  takes  the  whole  disc — Okeh  5687 ; “Body  and 
Soul”  with  Eldridge  on  12-inch  Commodore  1502; 
“Limehcuse  Blues”  with  M’ingy  Mannone — Bluebird 

10482;  “Sweethearts  on  Parade”  with  Lionel  Hamp 

ton — Mctor  26209;  and  “Lady  Be  Good”  with  Basie  on 
Deeca  2631. 


-\oir  Slioiving  . . . 

Clothes  for  Spring  Wear 

FINEST  FOREIGN  and  DOMESTIC  FABRICS 

Sfltti  Sasa 

CUSTOM  CLOTHES 

518  Main  Street 


Where  Will  You  Be  Next  Month? 

Due  to  the  accelerated  program,  the  next  issue  of  the  Bachelor  will  not 
be  published  until  June  1 5th.  If  you  do  NOT  plan  to  be  here  at  school  then, 
please  fill  out  the  following  blank  and  mail  to  the  address  below,  so  that 
your  issue  will  reach  you  promptly. 

JOHN  D.  SMITH 
406  Delaware  Avenue 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 

On  June  1 5th  1 shall  be  at 

Address 

City,  State 

SIGNED 


SAY  IT 

Say  it  with  flowers, 

Say  it  with  sweets, 

Say  it  with  kisses, 

Say  it  with  eats. 

Say  it  with  jewelry, 

Say  it  with  drink. 

But  never,  no  never, 

Say  it  with  ink. 

— Mis-a-Sip 


AluMUf^ 

D.  M.  Goldberg 

FLORIST 

17  W.  Broad  Street  Bethlehem 

Phone  6-2131  We  Telegraph  Flowers 


URGENT! 

Padlocks  Needed, 

Especially  Combination  Type 

If  you  are  not  going  to  continue 
with  drawing  next  year  sell  it 
back  to  the 

SUPPLY  BUREAU 

ALUMNI  MEMORIAL  BUILDING 

AT  A GOOD  PRICE 


I 


JOAN  BENNETT  in  her 
American  Women's  Voluntary 
Services  uniform 

★ 

Starring  in  £<fu*.  SmalVs  United  Artists 
Production  '‘Tuin  Beds'* 


His  Ciqarette 

and Mine 


EVERYWHERE  YOU  GO 


^OUTS  too  for  a full  share  of  Mildness 
Better  Taste  and  Cooler  Smoking... that's  what  you 
and  all  other  cigarette  smokers  are  looking  for... 
and  you  get  it  in  Chesterfield’s  Right  Comhmation 
of  the  world’s  hest  cigarette  tobaccos. 

Make  your  next  pack  Chesterfields . . . regardless 
of  price  there  is  no  better  cigarette  made  today. 


Copyright  1942,  Liocnr  & Mytrs  Tobacco  Co. 


» 
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